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Taken In Hand 


| don't know how he got in to my dressing room, but here he is. All tight, skinny jeans and a tshirt that shows 
off his tightly toned midriff. His blonde, feathered hair falls in to his large hazel eyes and there's a sweet little 


smile on his lips. 

Except that | suspect that he's anything but sweetness and light. The glimmer in his eyes says a lot more 
than that little smile does. Even as he fiddles with the laminate that hangs from his jeans, | know that this guy 
is after something. And maybe l'm willing to give it to him. 

| offer out my hand. "Hi." 


His smile widens to a grin and I'm sure he's just looked me up and down like l'm a prime piece of steak He 


takes my hand. 
"David," he replies. 


"David," | repeat. "And you're how old? l'm only curious because, from the look on your face and the way 


you're dressed, you're here for something.” 


"Nineteen," the kid replies. 
"Got ID to back that up?" 


l'm joking but it doesn't stop him from whipping out his wallet and handing me his driver's license. He grins as | 


look it over and | raise an eyebrow as | hand it back 
"Checks out," | say. "So, David. How'd you sneak in to my dressing and what can | do for you?" 


The young man drops his lithe body onto the couch and drapes one impossibly long leg over the other. My 
cock twitches in my jeans, reminding me that, even though l'm now in my fifties, my body's still ready to rock. 


| want you," he purrs. 

Leaning against a wall, | cross my arms over my chest and gaze down at him. "I kinda gathered that." 

Even from across the room | can see the bulge in is jeans. Just like any teenager, he's hard and raring to go. 
But he's not going to get what he wants that easily. l'm going to make him work for it and I'm going to enjoy 
every minute of it. 

The dressing room is your average dressing room that's buried deep inside of a stadium. There's a couple of 
couches, a rug, and a table of food. There's no windows and, as far as | know, it's pretty soundproof. Which is 


perfect because that cocky young man is going to be screaming the walls down. 


Crossing the room, | flick the lock on the door. Never do | look at David just as | never let on that he's going 


to get the fucking of his life. 
| turn back to him and perch my ass on the edge of the table. "So what do you want me to do to you?" 


That grin has never left his lips and he looks as though he's a dog with a bore. He deftly flicks the feathered 


hair from his eyes making the bracelet on his wrist jangle. 
‘| want you to pull my pants down and fuck me," he purrs. His eyes sparkle as he adds, "Daddy." 


That makes my cock twitch and | can feel my resolve beginning to slip. But I'm determined not to give in that 
easily. My hands wrap around the lip of the table in an effort to stop me from rubbing my cock. 


"And what's it worth?" | ask. 


David takes a deep, shuddering breath, one that shows just how deeply he's aroused. His hazel eyes fall shut 
and he chews at his full lower lip. 


"Everything," he murmurs. "Itll mean everything to me. | want to feel you in me. Want you pounding in to my 


ass. Want you to come all over me." 
"And if | ask something of you?" 
David's eyes pop open and the tip of his pink tongue flicks over his lips. "Then I'll do it” 


My smile is slow and | know that | probably look like I'm going to eat him alive. Slowly | open the zipper of my 


jeans and slide my hand inside. 
"You better come over here and get on your knees, then." 


l'm surprised that he comes to me so easily. He stands and walks over to me before slowly dropping to his 
knees. His hair sweeps down his back as he looks up at me with those wide eyes. Pulling my hard dick out, | 
offer it to him, my free hand wrapping around the back of his head and in to all that gorgeous hair. 


"Come on, then," | purr. "Show me what you've got" 


With his eyes still on mine, he parts those plump lips and wraps them around the head of my cock. | try not 
to close my eyes as his warm wetness encloses me and gently begins to suck He swirls his tongue around the 
head before diving in and lapping away my pre-come. He's good and he knows it, his eyes forever on mine as 
he gives a soft sigh that vibrates along my cock. | moan quietly and knot my hand in to his hair, pressing him 
closer. David hisses and slides along my dick | want to force myself down his throat. Want to choke him and 
see the tears pool in those eyes. He's a slut who wants to be used and I'm going to give him exactly what he 


wants. 

His throat is warm and tight and | rock on the balls of my feet, pushing myself in as far as | can My balls 
slap against his chin and saliva pools around David's mouth. His eyes are wide, almost popping out of his head. 
Keeping my hand pressed against the back of his head, | stop my rocking and grin down at him. 

"What?" | ask "Never had someone fuck your mouth before?" 

He tries to shake his head. 

"Good." | begin to move again, watching as my cock slides between his slick, pouting lips. 

My orgasm is swirling in my stomach and, fuck it, I'm going to come all over his face and then in his ass. l'm 
in to this so | can do it. No more of this only popping it out once a day now that I'm in my fifties. I've got a 
young hottie on his knees and sucking my dick. l'm going to use that lithe body in whatever way | so wish. 

| grunt as | look down in to his face. David's cheeks are red and his eyes are glazed with tears. Its a sight that 


makes my groin tighten and | can feel my orgasm roaring towards me. Crushing his face against my crotch, | 


growl as | come, my powerful orgasm washing over me. His nose is crumpled against my thatch of pubic hair 


and tears streak down David's cheeks as he desperately tries to swallow my semen. It's a long time since I've 
come this hard. Most of the time my fucks have been older guys, guys who've been following us since the 
start. It's been a long, long time since I've had someone so young and nubile. 


My come trickles down his chin and | pull out just in time for the final drops to splatter against his sun-kissed 
face. A droplet hangs from the end of his prominent nose and David looks a little shocked at it. He lifts a hand 


and brushes it away. | grin. 
"Lick it up," | sneer. 


David looks at me, his eyes still red and his cheeks blotchy. He tentatively licks my come from his fingers and | 
feel my cock twitch again. 


"You okay?" | ask 


| feel like | need to ask him. While | want to use and abuse him | also want to make sure that, deep down, he's 


getting something from this. 
David nods. "Yes, Daddy." 
My cock is growing hard and I'm surprised at my own ability to get it up again 


"Get up. Take your clothes off" | nod to the grey couch that is pushed against one wall. "And go and bend over 


the couch arm. | want to see that little ass of yours." 


David scrambles to his feet and he's a little less cocky after sucking my cock He seems to be a little more 
submissive and agreeable. From the bulge in his pants, he's obviously getting what he wants. 


David sheds his clothes, folds them, and places them on the couch. His body is gorgeous, thin and willowy with 
golden skin. His arms bulge, showing that he does some kind of work, and his stomach is taunt and flat. I'd love 
to see him come across himself and run his fingers through the thick, sticky fluid. He'll then lick it from his 
fingers as | jerk off over him and give him something else to lap up. He's going to become a little come-slut 


and he's going to enjoy every filthy, sticky moment. 

His cock bounces as he walks to the couch and | wonder how many other men have tasted his delights. David 
bends over the arm and gives me his ass. Pushed high in to the air, the two pert globes are perfectly 
presented. | walk up to him and place my hand on his ass. My fingers rub small circles, taking in the soft, 
youthful skin 

"You're a bad boy, aren't you, David?" 


He shudders beneath my touch before raising his head and nodding. "I am, Daddy." 


"And how have you been bad?" 
He moans softly and pushes himself back in to my touch, almost knowing what's coming next. 


"l-1" he stammers. "I've not cleaned my room. A-And | talked back to a barista. A-And I've maxed out my 


credit card" 


"Hmmm. That's not good. Not good at all" | squeeze his ass and take a deep breath. "I think you know what's 


coming next, don't you, David?" 
His body slumps a little and he hangs his head, his honey-blonde hair sweeping against the couch's cushions. 
"Yes, Daddy," he murmurs. "Please make it quick" 


Chuckling, | slide my finger between his plump ass cheeks and graze it over his hole. David trembles and raises 


his rear, presenting it to me for whatever | desire. 
"IIl make it as quick or as slow as | like. And if you dare to come, I'll give you the belt. Understood?" 
"Y-Yes, Daddy. | understand." 


My own desire is burning through me, blistering and hot. All | want to do is push my cock deep inside of him 
and listen to him howl as he takes my length. But first I'm going to make him cry, although | suspect that he 
won't mind. He willingly came in here. He willingly sucked my cock. Now he can willingly take the spanking l'm 
going to give him. And from the state of his arousal | suspect that he's going to cover the couch with his 


come. Giving him a taste of my belt will be an absolute pleasure. 


| draw my hand back before snapping it across his ass. The sound reverberates around the room and David 
rears up with a shocked gasp. | wonder when he last had a spanking. | also wonder who gave it to him and for 


what. 


| give him several more in quick succession, fascinated by the way my hand print forms on his nearly hairless 
skin His ass is quickly turning a beautiful blush pink and, with every smack, David thrusts himself against the 
couch. He rocks and moans, his legs spread a little and giving me the perfect view of his hard cock and tight 


balls. There's already a small pool of pre-come darkening the grey material and l'm determined to see it grow. 


Pressing a hand in to the small of his back, | hold him down and really go to down on his perfect little globes. 
Each spank cracks against his skin and, with each one, David cries out and rolls his hips. My hand is becoming 
hotter with every passing moment but | find that | can't bring myself to stop. | want to see him reach that 


point of no return just from having his ass reddened. 


"You deserve this," | purr. "You know you do. You need to be reminded of your place." 


"Yes, Daddy!" he howls. "Yes! | know. l'm sorry!" 


David's rocking becomes more frantic and, as | place a particularly hard smack to the tops of his thighs, he 


stiffens and moans. | can feel him trembling beneath my hands and tiny whimpers leave his lips. 
‘lm sorry, Daddy," he murmurs. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to." 


Straightening up, | reach for my belt buckle. "You're not sorry at all. You intended to come all along. You know 


what you're doing, you little slut.” 


He sniffles and lifts his head to glance over his shoulder. Despite his red eyes and puffy cheeks, | can still see 
a smirk on his lips. My own cock demands attention but I'm going to wait. Itll make that moment all the more 


delightful. 


Sliding the old, worn belt from my jeans, | press a hand to the small of David's back "Get back down there. Ass 


up, head down. l'm gonna really give it to you now." 


David kicks his feet and sobs, his little red ass cheeks clenching. | fold the belt in half and lay it against his ass 


so that he can get a feel for it. David just cries harder and tries to squirm away. 


‘Oh, cut the crying, David," | snap. "I know they're just crocodile tears. You came here to be used and abused. 


Now hush up and take this like a man" 


He peers over his shoulder at me through the waves of his hair. The corners of his mouth twitch upwards 
and there's a glimmer of lust in his eyes. Yeah, he wants this. He wants his ass reddened. No doubt it'll make 
his fucking a little more delicious. 


My hand wanders back between his supple cheeks and | press a finger in to his little entrance. The muscle 
gives way, allowing me entry and, for a few seconds, | finger fuck him. David hisses and pushes himself on to 
my finger. 

"You like that?" | purr. "Like having your butt fucked?" 


He whimpers and nods, his head pressed down against the couch. 


"If you're a good boy and take the belt like you should, then I'll give you a lot more than my finger. Now ask 


me the next part of your punishment.” 


At that, David lifts his head and looks up at me. His eyes are filled with the same emotion that he entered the 
room with and, from the way he's rolling his hips, | know that he's getting a kick out of this. 


"Please, Daddy," he purrs. "Spank my naughty ass. Spank it good and hard. | deserve it” 


l'm not going to turn him down after that. Taking a step back, | swing the belt at his offered ass. The leather 
wraps around his pert cheeks with a deafening crack and David rears up from the couch. His hands are balled 
against the cushions and he throws his head back as he lets out a pained scream. Something deep inside of me 


grins and | force him back down to the grey material. 
"Stay down there," | hiss. 


David whimpers and | feel a shudder run along his body. There's a beautiful red line across his ass and | 
wonder just how much I've hurt him. Yet, when he spreads his legs a little, | notice that his cock is already 


hardening again. Someone obviously enjoys a litle pain 


Keeping my hand firmly planted in his back, | let fly with the belt and catch him on the supple sit spot of his 
ass. There's another stinging slap and David again cries out. | rub my hand over the welt that's left behind and 
feel the heat that comes off of it. As | stroke him, he begins to purr, his hips rolling against the couch, and | 


smile to myself. 
"You like that, huh?" | pause and draw my arm back. "You've had two so what's the next one." 
"Three," David murmurs. 


The little slut is so good, so pliable n my hands, taking anything that | offer and | wonder how far | can push 
him. If he's a good enough lay, | might just stow him on the tour bus as my personal cocksucker. It'll save me 


having to hunt for someone every day. 


| give him number three across the tops of his slender thighs. Those sinewy muscles tighten and David kicks 


his feet as he lets loose with a body shaking howl. 
"D-Daddy!" he cries. "Stop it. Please stop it!" 
"Nope." 


Again, | draw my arm back and give him number four, savouring the sound of leather against naked flesh. | 
love the way that it imprints in his skin, leaving red marks in its wake. Maybe, if | decide to keep him, I'll put 
him over my lap every day and do this to him just so that | can see the marks that my hand leaves behind. 


David cries and kicks as numbers five and six land in the same spot. | can hear him snuffling and, while | do 
care that he may be in pain, he came to me for a reason and, dammit, l'm going to give him everything that's 


he ever dreamed of. 


| lay the belt on the couch in front of him and gently rub my hands over his punished cheeks. His skin is hot 
and soft to the touch. David whimpers and squirms, his sobs becoming sighs. My cock is hard against my 
stomach and | can feel the pre-come dribbling along my hard flesh. 


Stepping away from him, | grab my bag and fumble around for the lube. Finding the bottle, | push his ass 
cheeks apart and quickly prepare him. He's still not going to get any mercy from me and he bucks as | force 
one, two, and then three fingers deep inside of me. When | sweep over his prostate, he curses and | give him 


another quick slap on the ass. 
"Less of that, boy. Otherwise I'll be washing your mouth out, too." 


David settles down and rolls on the balls of his feet as | continue to finger fuck him. His soft moans go 
straight to my groin and I'm looking forward to taking advantage of his delicious body. 


| pull my fingers out and coat my cock with the sweet smelling gel before giving his ass another stinging swat. 
| don't warn him. Instead | hold his cheeks apart and push myself deep inside of him. It's a movement that 
makes David howl and buck, his hair flailing as he claws at the couch. | grin and dig my fingers in to his rocking 
hips. 


"Like that?" | hiss. "Like having a big, fat cock inside of you?" 
"Yes!" David screamed. "Please just fuck mel" 


Who am | to turn down this little hottie? Holding on to him, | begin to thrust deep in to his tight little ass. He 
howls and bucks, his hips rocking up from the couch. | catch hold of a handful of his hair and pull, deepening 
the dip in his back and driving myself deeper inside of him. He feels amazing, like nothing I've ever had before. | 
wasn't fucking guys when | was his age as it wasn't the metal thing to do. We were either seen with women or 


seen to be single. To be sharing a bed with a guy was a cardinal sin of the metal world. 


It wasn't until | hit my late thirties that | actually decided to be true to myself. But settling in to a relationship 
when you do what | do for a job is tough. So | sleep with everything and anything, up to and including the lithe 
young thing that had broken in to my dressing room. 


Hauling him to his feet, | pull out and drop myself on to the couch. Holding my cock with one hand, | grin up at 
him. David looks at me with a shocked expression, his hair hanging in front of his eyes. He looks as though he's 
a million miles from home and in a situation that he never thought he'd find himself in. | wonder what's going 


through his head at that moment. Maybe I'll find out later... if | don't toss his ass to the curb. 


| pat my lap with my free hand and grin up at him. "Come on, slut. You wanted this. Better come and finish it 


before it disappears. Otherwise you're gonna be on your knees and sucking it again" 


David steps up to me and slides his knees along my thighs. He settles himself back on my cock, his head back 
and eyes closed as he softly pants. Resting a hand on his flank, | gently stroke over his smooth, youthful skin 


"Like that, sweetheart?" | murmur. 


He nods without looking at me before beginning to slowly rise and fall. His own cock bounces against his 


stomach and | suspect that his second orgasm is close. Looking to my right, | see the large pool of come that 
he's left on the couch arm. 


My hands slide along his thighs and to his back. | clasp his ass and give the cheeks a gentle squeeze, my 
fingers feeling myself slipping in and out of him. David tightens around me and | let out a low groan. Sliding 
deeper in to the couch, | hold him tight as | rock my hips up in to him. 


"Faster," | murmur. "Go faster and make us both come." 


| release him and wrap my hand around his cock, stroking him in time to his furious rise and fall. He's panting 


and his eyes are squeezed closed. Sweat beads his forehead, making strands of his hair stick to his skin 
"Daddy, please," he mumbles. "Please let me come." 

| give his cock a squeeze and feel it throb in response. "You can come, sweet one. Come as hard as you want." 

| see tears pool in the corners of David's eyes and he bites at his lower lips as his small body stiffens. He 
trembles against me, a weak cry leaving his lips, as he spills himself against my hand. His orgasm only spurs 
me on, my body tightening and my stomach swirling. Grabbing his hips, | grind him down on top of me as | slam 
up in to him. Even as he's riding out the waves of pleasure, I'm bawling his name and emptying myself deep 
inside of him. | can't hold myself up an | slump against the couch as | tremble and whine, completely overcome 


by the precious man in my lap. 


David melts against me, purring as my hands stroke along his narrow back. His hair spills over my shoulder 


and his fingers pick at the shirt | didn't bother removing. 
"Better?" | ask. 


"Much better." 


We're quiet for a moment, neither of us seemingly bothered by our situation Here's me, someone in their 


fifties, with someone barely in their twenties in my lap. | gently hug him close. Suddenly | don't want to let him 
go. 


‘Hey, David?" 

"Yeah?" 

"How'd you end up doing this? You know, bed hopping?" 
| feel him shrug. "Met a guy one night and liked it" 


"Don't you get, you know, lonely?" 


"Nope. l'm just here for the ride, man" 

"Fair enough," | reply. 

His words break my heart but still | can feel something coming from him, something sad and cold. 
"How about if | asked you along with us?" | ask. "Give you a ride to wherever you're going next." 


Still he doesn't lift his head and his hand tightens around my chest. "How'd you know I'm not from around 


here?" 
cause This is lexas and your accent is Trom somewhere up nortn. 
"Because this is Texas and y tis f here up north” 


He sighs and his free arm goes around my neck, holding me close. | can feel that he wants to speak but 
something, probably his young age and the shyness that can come with it, is preventing him from opening his 
mouth. | remember being that age. | either ran my mouth or kept quiet, scared that I'd be exposed as some 


kind of fraud. 


His body rises and falls as he snuggles himself closer against me. "Yeah," he softly replies. "I'll come with you. 


But | can't promise that I'll leave when you ask me to." 


"And who said I'm going to ask you to leave?" | quietly ask. "I just said we'd give you a ride to wherever you 
want to go. But if you want to stay, you can stay. For as long as you like." 


| smile softly and press a kiss to his messed up hair. I'm happy that he's made that choice. It feels right for 
him. Most of all, it feels right for me. 


